THE   POETRY   OF   MY   FRIEND

WHEN I was young I thought of my opposites with
terror, but as I grew older I transcended those
hatreds, because, I hope, my mood became more
spiritual I came to feel the attraction in opposites,
not that I wished to be like them but to understand
them, to establish some harmony or balance between
them and myself. I found this inclination in others
more spiritual than myself. Emerson, who could not,
I think, have brought his lips to utter a Rabelaisian
sentence, does twice in his journal refer almost with
envy to the Rabelaisian freedom of speech of the
lumbermen. This attraction to opposites may have
its roots in a purely spiritual impulse to have life in
all fullness, and it may have been the same impulse
which made him write to Whitman telling the poet
what joy he took in his free and brave thought I
found myself liking Oliver Gogarty when I knew
him only as having the wildest wit in Ireland from
which nothing in heaven or earth was immune,
though often I had reverence for the things he
assailed. I never suspected in that rich nature a poet
lay hidden, though my intuition should have told
me that at the root of all friendships and desires are
hidden identities. For all his rich vitality the elements
obvious in it seemed incongruous with delicate
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